dolores: Who is it?
voice: It's me.
ybrma: Open the door.
[dolores is reluctant.]
Will you open or not?
[Whispering is heard, juan enters with the two sisters.]
second sister-in-law: Here she is.
yerma: Here I am.
juan: What are you doing in this place? If I could shout Fd wake
up the whole village so they'd see where the good name of my
house has gone to; but I have to swallow everything and keep
quiet"- because you're my wife.
yerma: I too would shout, if I could, so that even the dead would
rise and see the innocence that covers me.
juan: No, don't tell me that! I can stand everything but that. You
deceive me; you trick me, and since I'm a man who works in the
fields, I'm no match for your cleverness.
dolores: Juan!
juan: You, not a word out of you!
dolores [strongly]: Your wife has done nothing wrong.
juan: She's been doing it from the very day of the wedding. Look-
ing at me with two needles, passing wakeful nights with her eyes
open at my side, and filling my pillows with evil sighs.
yerma: Be quiet!
juan: And I can't stand any more. Because one would have to be
made of iron to put up with a woman who wants to stick her
fingers into your heart and who goes out of her house at night.
In search of what? Tell me! There aren't any flowers to pick in
the streets.
yerma: I won't let you say anodier word. Not one word more.
You and your people imagine you're the only ones who look out
for honour, and you don't realize my people have never had any-
thing to conceal. Come on now. Come near and smell my clothes.
Come close! See if you can find an odour that's not yours, that's
not from your body. Stand me naked in the middle of the square
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